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All Is over. . . . He is no longer. I venerate him so deeply
That I dare not pronounce his name with my sinful lips.
The monuments to his reign are his immortal works.
Like an orphaned land, Russia burst into sobs;
Seized by fear and horror, she was petrified, like a block of ice.
But you, you yourself, lost more than all the others. . . .
There are about a hundred lines in the same tone. This
high-flown elegy was followed in 1856 by another poetic
effort in honor of the coronation of Alexander II:
Toward you, source of all mercy,
Source of sacred humility,
Rise the prayers of the Russian people. . . ,
Later on, we shall sec the fate of these disguised pleas for
forgiveness.
Meanwhile, Dostoevsky spent himself on various projects.
He wanted to write an article on art to be dedicated to Prin-
cess Maria Nikolaevna, president of the Art Academy. Her
distinguished patronage would doubtless have sufficed to
break down the rigid barriers of the censorship. "I will ask
permission to dedicate my essay to her and to publish it
anonymously." But he soon dropped this idea for Provincial
Letters, a criticism of contemporary writers, and hastily fa-
miliarized himself with the most recently published works.
"I like Turgenev best of all," he wrote Maikov, "but it is
a pity that such a great talent should be marred by so much
carelessness. I like L. Tolstoy, too, but it seems to me that
he will not write a great deal; however, I may be mis-
taken. . . . Our wromen writers write like women writers,
that is to say, intelligently and pleasantly, but they are in
a terrible hurry to tell what is in their hearts. Can you explain
why a woman writer is never a serious artist?"